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INTRODUCTION. 
PLAYER COBLE R. 


"IT 
— i.” 


A, Sir, don't take it amiſs of 
mae, have no ill Deſign in what 
BE 2 I have done, I wiſh you had 
= N 2 been in Town before it had 
gone fo far, and then, if you 
; LA had not liked it, I would have 
(carried it back again. But, I pray, 
Sir, put by thus retenting Eye, and ſee it : I hope there 
is nothing in it will offend, tho” it ſhould fail to pleaſe 
ou. ; 
Player. Friend, you are a Stranger to the Proceedings 
of a Play-houſe ; they that encourag'd you in this had 
only a mind to banter you. How ſhou'd one, in your 
Station, come at Knowledge enough to entertain the 


= 


i Town. | 2 

. Cobler. Nay, I don't know, indeed, Sir, but I had a 
mind to try: And, I have been told, that's no very 

a great Fault, if 1 don't ſucceed; - But, Sir, I don't pre- 


ſume to bring this as a Thing dependent on it ſelf, or, 
in the leaſt worthy of drawing an Audience together ; 


but, being mer, makes its Attempt to amuſe a little 
longer, avd ſhewits Wiſh to 


your conſtant Endeavour to give the Town Variety 
and have ever left it to their Choice to determine: You 


withou teven ſo muchas reading it. 
Play. I confeſs, tis with the utmoſt Pleaſure I ſub- 
mit every Thing to their Diſlike or Approbation; and 
6 where 
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pleaſe, however ſhort in ' 
Power. And, Sir, I have been told, that it has been 


don't pretend to ſee into the Merit of a Proceeding, 
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INTRODUCTION 


where there is the leaſt Proſpe& of Succeſs, in an 
Kind, no Body ſhall give more Encouragement, Im 
alſo confeſs, I have {mall Expectation, from your A 
pearance, that you ſhoyld find the Art of Pleaſing in 
the Theatrical Way, - | | 
Cob, Sir, I don't pretend to ſay my Apparel has ſo 
ood a Title to Wit and Humour, as Toupets and 
lock'd- Stockings; but, I vow, I would not change 
Heads with ſome of 'em. 33 
Play. But you don't imagine ho ſeverely theCriticks 
attack every Thing that comes upon the Stage, 
Cob. That's according as they are introduc'd. If you 
- promile nothing but Humour, they look for nothin 
— it; they won't expect the Sparklings of a Dia- 
mond from a Pebble: And were the Stage kept to its 
former Dignity, I ſhould not preſume to think, but that 
ſuch a Piece as this, would juſtly be exploded, in the 
7 83 Manner; but ſince Farce and W hims of ſeveral 
Kinds have taken Place, what muſt the Perſon do, who 
is to depend upon drawing an Audience by Dint ard 
_ Power ofa good Play alone, when even ntony andCle- 
_opatra were forced ro claim the kind Aſſiſtance of A De- 
vil upon twoSticks ? Therefore Itook an O portunity to 
repreſent a Scene that happened ſome little Time ſince 
at Billinſgate; with pc of doingMyſelt,and a few of 
your Performers, ſome litile Service at their Benefits; 
thinking it more excuſable to introduce halt a Score Bal- 
lads, in proper Characters, than between the Acts of a- 
ny ſerious Play. In ſhort, Sir, it you find ii gives the leaſt 
Offence, or is not received to your Satisfa ion, l'll own 


your Apprehenſions were juſt, and commit it to ever- 
7 2 N 


aſting Silence. 


Play. Well, you're an uncommon Poet, and 1 give 
my Conſent that you may have this reaſonable Tryal. 
I ſuppoſe you have an Overture! * 
Cob. An Overture! Yes, to be ſure, 
lay. Well, you may bid 'em play it. 1 
Cob. D' you hear, Friends? But be ſure to play che 
7 udience into goo i Humour, or 11] lay all the Blame on 
yen; and then no Reſin:-· ; remember that. [ Exenit. 


SS oe ao 5 War of 


SCENE, BUlingſeate. 


Enter Peg Welfleet. 


5818 T me all ye malicious Arts of 

a deſpairing Woman, to thwart this 
happy Huſly'sState of Bliſs! 1 cannot 
bear the Thought of thoſe ſweet 
Pleaſures [he will ſoon enjoy, when 
wrapt within her lovely Harry's 
Arms, Her Harry! it muſt never 
be, Havel, for Seven long Years, been held the Ter- 
ror, Beauty, and the Pride of Billingſgate? Had every 
Maſter ſighing at my Stand, and offering me the choice 
of eyere Freight! Shall then a little tawdry Huſſy, com- 
mand the only Heart 1 wiſh to gain, and rob me of the 
only Man! like? No: t ſha' not be; ſhe ſhall be burnt 
firſt, His Father knows by this of their intended Mar- 
riage : Her Father is {till Fool enough to love me; and 
though I hate the Wretch, I willdifiemble and promiſe 
any Thing to ruin her. O Harry Fyefteet! ſhall I ſee thee 
take her Arm, and every Sunday, in thy beſt Attire, lead 


her to Hornſey, Iſlington, or Tottenham, to revel with thee | 


over Cakes and Ale? "twill drive me mad, and burſt 
with Rage my Boſom. 


AIR 


F s 
— 


Veſſels came in this Morning? Has my Daughter 
bye: 


5 The Cobler's Opera. 
A1R 1. Deltakethe Wang, 


Dr! take the Slut that ſnatches from me, 
"Whom the Draymen bravely fawght ; 
That very Hour he did Oercome me, 
And a double Vittory got. 
Above a hundred Hearts did dance for joy, 
And ele a hundred Tongues did praije 
The nimble Strength he did employ ; 
But mine, alas, my Heart did blaze, 
Then his Skin ſo white did ſhine, 
And as ſoft it felt as mine, 
When 1 carefully did my {pron bind 
About his wounded Head, 
And, lifſng me he ſaid, 
For this thy Care, 
Dear Peggy here I ſwear, 
Theu wilt for ever dwell in Harry's Mind. 


But ſure Than'tloſt the Cunning of my Sex, to let her 


go thus ſwimmingly into his Arms! No, I'll warrant I 
prevent hers And the next Pleaſure a Woman has, after 
making her own Sport, is ſpoiling agother's, Oh, here 
comes her Father, ; 


Enter Melton, 


Mel. Dear Mrs. Welfleez, good Morrow. How many 


Dealt for any Thing? 


Peg. Your Daughter! Yes, yes, your Daughter has 
dealt; and dealt you ſuch a Hand, *twill make your 
Heart ake to play it out, 


Mel. What do you mean? 

Pez. What do I mean? I find there is no more Sin- 
cerity in one of a low Station, than in the moſt ſtate- 
ly Office. You are as faithleſs as Mr. Prim, the 
Common Council-Man, proy'd to me, who paid me 

Courtſhip 


* 


Thin 


n 
V 
ri 


The Cobler's Opera. 
Courtſhip ſixteen Months, and I found at laſt it was up- 
on diſhonourable Terms. 


Alel. Pray, Mrs. Melfteet, don't expreſs ſuch bitter 
Things to him that frembles every Time he fees you. 


AIR II. O the bonny Moggy. 


O my lovely Peggy, 
On my Knee 1 veg you | 
Ceaſeto frown, and ſnatch my Heart from Pain: 
Do but view my Anzuiſh, 
How I pine and languiſh, 
When thoſe Eyes are pointed with Diſdain. 
Give Reſentment over, 
Hear your faithful Lover, 
Or my throbbing Heart will ſplit in twam 


Let my Ditty 
Move your Pity ; | 
Bind me in the happy Lover's Chain, a 
Peg. Oh, you Men, you Men! Well, I'll ſay no 0 j ö 


more; but if you are not a baſe, falſe Wretch, con- 
vince me, 2 prevent that forward Slut, your Daugh- 1 
ter's Marriage. 44 

Mel, My Daghter's Marriage! I yow you ſurprize In 
me. 

Peg. Well then, let me ſurprize you more: She's to 
meet Harry Pyeficet, at the Georre Ale-houſe, within 
this half Hour, to go and be married. 

Mel. How, Harry Pyefleet! Why, is their Veſſel 
come up? 
| Peg. Yes, Sir, this Morning. There, Sir, that will 
convince you. I got Mr. Collagne, at the Brandy-Shop, 
to read it to me, You'll find how fond ſhe is, 


Mel. Reads. 


Dear Jenny ; 
: "Twas with much to do T prevail'd with my Fa- 
ther to let me make this Trip, before I was jacri/ie'd 


to one my Heart's an utter Stranger to: But jor o 
5 Salt 
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Sake of two hundred Pounds, he would have mas. 
ried me to a Caulker's Daughter at Iplwitch, There. 
fore, if that Tenderneſs does ſtill poſſe/s you, for the 
many Degrees Ihavepaſt, reſolve to marry me with. 
out Conſent of Friends, On Thurſday Morning,” 1 
ſpall be at Billingſgate; and have prepar'd a Sum 
ſufficient to defray the Charges. I'll meet you at the 
George Ale-houſe, at Seven exactly, to ſeat the eter. 


nal Contract. 
Tours, | 
Dear Jenny, 
Entirely yours, A 
a 
Henry Pye fleet. A 
How's this! Is this a Style for a Sprat- Merchant to write F 
to a Fiſh-Wench! : | D 
Peg. Nay, Mr. Collogne ſaid he was certainly mad, 10 
and that he could underſtand no more, but that they * 
are to be married, But I ſuppoſe ſhe taught him this P 
tother-End-of-the-Town way of writing. To ſay the h 
Truth, tho? I did not care to make Miſchief, ſhe is 2 
no more fit for a Fſh- Woman, than he is to manage the 
Veſſel; tho? his Father intends to leave it him next i 
Spring; for the Minute your Back is turn'd,. inſtead of 4 
minding the Market, they are reading one ſilly, roman- a 


cing Book or other. But what cow'd you expect? I 
ſaid ſhe'd never come to Good, when you put her to 
that Oyſter-Woman in St. Fames's-ſtreet. M hat can they , 
learn of our Buſineſs, at that End of the Town, pray ? ; 
Mel. Be patient, good Mrs. Welfleet. I think I ſee 
u talking yonder with Kitty Smelt. We'll examine 
into the Truth of this Affair. 3 
Peg. Oh curſe the handſome Slut! How ſpruce ſlie 
has made herſelf! How can they ſay ſhe is genteel! 
Till ſhe brought her affected 3 om St. 2 
I had the whole Gate to myſelf. What can they ſee in 
her? ſhe won't ſo much as ſcold, forſooth; a good- 
for-nothing Creature, * Ds. 


IO N 77 


AIR in. Tranſported with Pleaſure; 


Tranſported with Anger; 
- My Paſſun grows ſtronger; 
And ſwells ev'ry Vein, 
And ſwells ev'ry Vein; 
To ſee ſuch a Huſſy 
So happy and eaſy, | 
Whilſt 1 burſt with Pain. 


But do Women ever loſe their Purpoſe for the want of 


a little Diſſembling ? No ſure. Then let their ſubtileſt 
Arts aſſiſt. my Tongue. [ Aſide.] Well Mr. Melton, it 
Mas expect 1 mould hope to live comfortably in your 
amily; let me ſee you oblige Jenny to pay a proper 
Duty to 2 Mother's Will; and defer her Marriage, at 
leaft, till we have conſider'd whether he is att equal 
Match for her. If ſheobliges me; you know 'tis in my 
Power to mak& her a very pretty Fortune: And ſince 
have gotten great part of it with the Sweat of my Brow, 
it ſhould not be thrown away, when I have put it into 
the Hands of my dear Mr. Melton, ſhould it? | Puts 
he Arms about tis Neck.] O bleſs me! what were m 
Arms going to do! As 1 hope to be ſav'd, all the Blood 
of my Body is in my Face! Don't I bluſhlike Scarlet? 
Nn 3 my amorouſly on him. 
Mel. Aml at Eillingſgate! Am I Roger Melton: 


| BY AIR Iv. And never bedrunk again; 
_ .. 111 20 
Vieſſeel that's toſi d on the Seas; 
"My Heart it has busk'd to and fro ; 
But now it is certain of Eaſe; 
Since Peggy its Pilot will go. 
Then, bluftering Boreas, will ſtand, 
Mats angry Neptune its Sport 
yon tate the Tiller in B 
Aud fitter for bright Hymen's Port. 


* 


- 


m7 
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Peg. Let me firſt receive this Proof of your Sinceri. 
ty, and then, Mr. Melton, my Every thing is yours, 
But Jenny is coming this way; l' retire. But 
ſna'n't be ſatisty'd with his fair Promiſes, 1 know this 
u Fellow's a Man, and may be Rogue enough to like this 

Match, and wink at it. Therefore, leſt Harry's Fa- 
ther ſhould not be met with by the Wench l ſent to in- 
form him, I have another Game to play. I ſaw the 
Lieutenant at the Gun Door, juſt now, that gave me 
balf a Crown 1 for three Kifles, and I'll try if 


I can't perſuade him to break the Match. I'll purchaſe 
Him at any Rate to do it. ä Aſidi. 


AIR V. On a Bank of Flowers 


Till die bus 1'l my Purpoſe gain, 
And check this _ — 
From tickling of the wanton Vein, 
Where Cupid makes onr Sport. 
No Sheets ll gnaw, no Pillow h 
Whilſt ſhe's as bleſt as Molly Mog: 
Claſpmg m her Arms, 
With all her Charms, 
That handſome ſirong young Dog. Exia 


Euler Jenny, croſſing the Stags. «329 
. _ Mel, So, Jenny, good Morrow, What, were you 
going to the Stand? | 3 36 e 
Jen. How, my Father! What Excuſe ſhall I make 
for having my beſt Clothes on, Luce. 
Mel. Why don't you anſwer me? were yl 
the Stand? „ 1 * 
Jen. Yes, Sir, directly. _ 


Mel. You were. Is this the direct way to that 


lace } 


* 


Fen. O deat, Sir. what Excuſe ſhall I make to 


2 away? I'm in ſuch Confuſion, we ſhall certainly 
e diſcover'd ------ -- W by, Sir, 1 was ſtepping for my 
Knife; I left it laſt Night at the Three Compaſſes, I'Il be 


back immediately. [ Going. 
; — Mel. 


doing do 


7 
4 
F 
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Mel. Stay, I command you ſtay. Why doſt thou, 

| feng. tell me ſo plain a Lye? is not your Knite there, 
anging by your Side? way do you tremble ? why 
in this Attire as i the Sabbath Day were come again, 
Jen. Ha, old Pyefleer coming! Then ſomebody hag 
8 found the Letter which I dropt, and he knows 

our Deſigu. How hard is Jenny's Fate! 

2 


| | AIX VI. Death and the Lady. 


Thus when at Night the ſtartl'd Linnet ſees 

A glimmering Light come piercing thro' the Trees, 
Her Feathers plume, and now, with Wing expand, 
She on a Twig prepar'd to ſing does ſtand : 

When ſcon a dreadful Noiſe invades her Ear, 

And fills ber little Breaſt with fatal Fear ; 

To'ards the ſalſe Light ſhe ſwift for Safety flies, 

Is met by Fate, and in a Moment dies. 


So will it prove to me; for, Father, you have ſpread the 
Net, and here comes one to clole it. | 


| Enter Old Pyefleet, 


| i 
Pye. So, Mr. Melton, ſo, my Lady Sly! Is this th&, 
Reward for all my paſt Friendſhip? Havel, for this, 
ack'd my choiceſt Oyſters, my beſt of Fiſh, and 
Foar'd 'em ſtill for you! Ungrateful Dog! thus to rge 
ward my Kindneſs / 


AIR vn. Toallthe Ladies now at Lan 


But if- no more than 8 come 
My injur d Mind to heal, 
For ruin of an only Son, 
Tet, Sirrah, you ſhqll feel. 
Te ſhall be great, ſuch Care Fl take, 
Your Fiſh ſhall fink, and you ſhall break, 
ub a ſus la, 14 
— 


* 


Md, 
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Mel. Hold, Mr. Pyefleer, chatter not fo faſt, Yay Mel 
talk of Favours, pray remember mine, Fown you've 
let me have the beſt of Goods; and Reaſon juit, for 
who diſposd your Bad ? How have I prais dem, how 
enhanc'd their Price; Nay, ſeem'd to buy, that I 
might make you tell! 81 ä 


No Alley Thieves, when the grand Scheme ran high, n 
Did e er more careful for fit Bubbles pry. | ; | 


AIR VIII, O thecharming Month of V. 

g f * Sir 

And dare au thus my Faith upbbraidt \  ' are 
Mere I to asł all * 5 
If you are a Raſcal, | gi\ 

Yes, is the Anſwer would be made, cla 
les, is the Anſwer would be made, | ni! 

| ve 

Pye, You had your- Snack, then how was oblig'd } of 


Two Pence in the Shilling ; ſometimes more : There- 
fore you have acted, Sir, like a Raſcal, What, don't 
I know you and your Courſe of Life How much the 


Law's Reſentment you haye eſcap'd, M 
AIR IX, Brisk Tom and jolly Kate. 
Pray, Sir, did I not give to you a Paſſage free, 


When Hemp did threaten, | if 
Hemp did threaten, © 
: And the fatal Tree ! 
; 3 N 
Nay more; have I not ſeeen that Bylk the Pillory grace, | 
When well aim'd Dirt 
And rotten Eggs 8 
Bieſinear'd that perjur'd Face? 
N r 
And was not this the Cauſe, each Hand recerv'd a Bribe . 
Mich fool- like Cunnang, 8 62 
Foal-like Cunning, | | 
| True to neither Sides ; 


Mel. 


e 
* 
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Mel. by how now, filly Wench, do you term that a Fault? 
a 'Tis plainly ſeen | 
I That thou haſt been 
| Much better fed than taught. 


But why am Iſo calm? thy Folly to chaſtiſe, 
; Ill bax you, Sir, 
I'll box you, Sir, 
Aud beat out both your Eyes. 
Jen. O my dear Father, lay aſide this Paſſion. And, 
Sir [ To Pye ] do you be patient and forgive me, We 
are not married; upon my Word we are not. 

Pye. Nay, Wench, it you are not married, Idofot- 
give you. But for that graceleſs Rogue, my Son, I'll 
clap a Slip-knot about his Neck, faſten him to a run- 
ning Bowling, and when I get him a little down the Ri- 
ver, half hang and halt drown the Dog. I'll cure him 
of his Love-Fit, with a Pox to him. Exit. 


AIR x. The Yorkſhire Lady. 


Mel. Now tell me, dear Jenny, and tell me the Truth, 
Are you married or not unto that hopeſui Youth ? 
Toat is, of his Love has he given @ Proof? 

With a down, down, down, &c. 


Jen, Oh no, my dear Father, we are not yet one; 
But if you will ſmile upon Jenny's Return, 
We both ſhall be happy &er next riſing Sun. 
Mel. W.th a down, down, &c. 


W.hin. Maſter Pyefleet, Maſter Pyefleet. 

Mel. What's the Matter there? 

Within, Give the Word about the Gate, to come to 
the Jun; his Son Harry's preſt. 

_ _ Mel, How, Harry preſt! : 

-- Fen, What do I hear! Dear Sir, run after Mr, Pyefleet , 
he's juſt rurn'd the Corner, while I go lay my Heart 
and Life at ſtake to get bim off. ¶Exeunt ſeverally. 

| | | Enter 
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Enter Lieutenant and Welfleet, 


Lieut. So, Mrs, Helfleet, the Gang have got him, { 
hope you'll prove a Woman ot Honour now, and ſup 
with me at our Rendezvous to-night, For, | aſſure 

ou, from tize firſt Time I ſaw you, 1 have had a {tron 
Pelire to have an Hour's Converſation with you; an 
upon my Honour, 1 will uſe my utmoſt Ende avours to 
make this Evening as agreeable to you, as I ſhall find 
it, my dear, dear Peggy. ä 


AIR XI, As down in a Meadow, 


Peg. How ſweetly he tal eth and preſſeib my Hand! 
The Pleaſures he offers, ah, who can withſtand? 
Not only Reſentment, our Sex*s Delight, 
But ſometh;ng that's ſwepter, if 1can gueſs right, 


Be;ides, his Proportion and delicate Size, 

14 Warmth of his Boſom, and ſparkling Eyes, 
All ſpeak him well jreighted, with certain Reareſs, 
To cemfort the Woman he finds in Diſtreſs. 


Lieut. My dear Girl, I muſt leave you. They are 
Foros into the Gun, i ſee; and here is one of the Sai- 
or's coming to fetch me, Be ſure you don't forget, 1 
mult give you this Kiſs of Remembrance. [Exit. 
Peg. Tis thus I have been ever addreſs'd. Ibis is 
not the only Gentleman has granted my Deſires, with 
gle bare Hopes of having his. Nay, Knights and 
*Squires have come on Purpoſe to Bulingſgare, to ſee 
how neatly, and how like a Geatlewoman, Peg Hel- 
Fe: open'd an Oyſter. 8 


es By 
21 1 


* * . 6 1 2 — 4 
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AIR XII. My Chloe why d'you flight me. 


Then why ſhould Harry ſlight me, 
Sinteall be wants I have? 
Reven:e, Revenge ſhall right me; 
L uin him, or a Grave, 
Til ſhew the worthleſs Nature, 
Of rhat inſipid Creature, 
And mangle ev'ry Feature, 
E're ſhe ſhall Harry have. 
[Exits 


SINESKESERERES 


SCENE, A. Room in the Gun Tavern. 


Enter Lieutenant and Preſs-Gang, with Harry, 


Lien. Ake him on Board the Smack directly. 

4 Har. Pray Sir, be patient : There's no 
Man living more willing to ſerve his Majeſty than Har- 
ry Pyeflcer. But, I confeſs, my Thoughts were other- 


wiſe employ'd. I was preparing for an Engagement. 


indeed, but 'twas one that might have got the King 
Sailors, not loſt him any. 


Enter Jenny. 


Jen. O my dear Harry, they will not take thee from 


me, ſure. I have never yet committed Crimes wor- 
thy ſo dread a Puniſhment, 


AIR 


46 De Cobler's Opera, 
AIR XIII. under the Green Wood Tres; 


Oh; Cupid ; come to my Relief; 
Ah, don't one Moment ſlay 1 
For all my Joy will turn to Grief, _ 
Should he take dear Harry away, 
Oh wound his Breaſt, that he may know 
The Anguiſh that 1 feel; 
For the Power of Love 
Muſt ſurely move, 
And ſoften a Heart of Steel, 


| 15 * 3 
Har. Have Patience, Jenny, the King's Buſineſz 
muſt be done. I wanted but little Compulſion to face 
his boldeſt Enemy. Weep not my Love, the Wars 
may ceaſe, and we may meet again 2 


- 


AIR XIV, Farewel Chloe. Pare l. 


Farewel, Jenny, oh Farewel \ 
Imy Monarch's Call obey, 
Here in Peace and Safety duell, 
Whil/i Engliſh Courage we diſplay, 
+ Come, ye briny Billows, rowl, 


And convey me from my Soul. 


Jen, Oh, how eruel are you, to ſet ſolight on Part- 
ing! Shew ſome Concern; or I ſhall think you hate 
me. . a © F 3 | 1 


pan 
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And that my Heart will wound, 
Each peaceful Thought confound 
For if you once ſhould prove, 
u to my Love; 
It will raiſe my Deſperation, 
And diſtract my Soul with Paſſion; 
To think, dear Harry, you could rove. 


Har. Hate thee ! Rave! How can my Jenny ufe ſuch 
unkind Expreſſions! _ | 
Fen. How can you ſhew ſo much Indifference, when, 
perhaps, you may never ſee me more, | 
Har. Let not ſuch Thoughts come croſs my Jenny's 
ſy Mind. Belieye my Heart is fill'd with Love and thee: 


ce 

= AIR kv. To Arms. 
And whin the Cannons loudly rear, 
And whep, &c. | 
Deſtruction waſting to the Shore, 


Deferution; &c. 

Then, then, ſhall Cupid reign, 

And ſmi-— ling view the furrow'd Main: 

See, Viftory for Love declares, \ 

And vows Revenge for charming Jenny's Tears. 


en. Alas, poor Fenay? How different is the State 
of this, from that delightful Day, When we at Croydons 


Fair acknowledg'd mutual Love ! How many little 


- WY Emblems of a tender Paſſion aid thy Harry there pre- 
te ſent thee! How many Vows did he make, that he 
would never leave thee? How yain we promiſe to our 
ſelves a Life of Pleaſure, when the next Hour, per- 
„bps. Miſchance, orSickneſs blaſts all our Hopes, and 
leads usinte Miſery: © 


AIR 


N 


1 | 
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AIR XVI. In the pleaſant Month of May. 


Ch, how ſweet's the Spring of Tove, * 
hen, with pretty, pretty Toys our Hearts are won, 
And our Paſſions til improve; 
Till its full-blown Foys are known ! 
But even its Summer's Wings, 
A blaſting Autumn brings, 
When Cupid ſighing ſings, 
And the Slender of our Joys dire Abſence calls. 
Love's Beams no longer ſhine, © 
But to chilling Froſts reſign , ad 
And what was replete 
In its Spring with Heat, 
Like Snow on our Boſom falls. 


With me 'tis Autumn now, and ſoon will my Winter 

come; even ſuch as Greenland feels! For, alas, my 
Sun's declining, and will, with my Harry, leave me. 

— Looks on him weeping, 

Har. How like a Lilly, o'ercharg'd with Dew, ſhe 

now declines her Head; and with what haſte thoſe 

trickling Drops ſpeed to their ſoft Retreat, as if they 
knew her tender Bolom would enfold and warm 'em ! 


AIR XVII. The Battle of 


Lo, the Sun, as its Sweetneſs he knew, 
Darts ſwiftly his Beams thro' the Air 3 
Leaving Violets wrapt in their Dew, 
Carnations their Burthens to bear : 
Whilſt thus he devours, 
Love's ſoft pearly Showers, 
And drinks of the Tears that fall there, 
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ge comforted: Think but for what and whom we fight, 
will drive away thy Cares. Come, ſmile, my Love; 
for, as my Honour does encreaſe, my Conſtancy ſhall 
OW. 
Jen. O Harry, you know not thel]ncertainty of War! 
Think you the angry Bullets will regard the Groans, the 


Sighs of poor unhappy Fenny? 


* 


AIR XVIII. Hear me ye Nymphs, 


Hear me, ye Powers, that rule the Main, 
Hear, whilſt poor Jenny ſues you ! 
Let Tempeſts ſleep, till here again 
My faithful Harry wooes me. 
Guard him, O Love, when Battles joyn, 
Still gently hover round him; 
For on his Life dependeth mine : 
Let none but Cupids wound him. 


Lieut. Gad, ſhe's a very pretty Wench; 1 like her, 


| Hark'ee, Child, I am ſo well pleas'd with what you 


ſay, that if you'll grant me one Fayour, I'll tet your 
Sweet-heart go. 

Jen. Grant you one Fayour! Yes, with all my Soul. 
My Pocket you ſhall ſtrip, thoꝰ it were fill'd with Gold. 
Nay, in my Prayers I'll beg the Powers above to grant 
you all you ask, | 

Lieat. As for your Prayers, they'll be of little Service. 
Your Money, Child, you may give among the Gang; 
and, for my Part, ſtep to our Rendezvous but for an 
Hour or two, and, upon my Honour, I'll ask no 
more. You ſhall bring your Lover back with you in 
Triumph. | | | | 

Jen, Thou art a proper Inſtrument of Power. No. 


— 


Ca AIR 
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AIR XIX. To Morrow is St. Ylenting's Day. 


: My Verne it ſhall be my Pridt, 
 Howrver iam betray d; 
For i'm not my Harry's Bride, 
1 ſurely diea Maid. 

Then ceaſe to think, tho' in this State, 
Beredv'd of all IT wer, - © 

That 'tis within the Power of Fate, 
My Chaſtity to move. 


Enter Welfleet. 


Per. Pray, noble Captain, what's the Matter? Is 
ny Body preſt? What will become of me! I find the 
Weich is rivetted to her. For tho? he tarnid and look d 
full in my Face, he tobk no more Notiee, chan if he 
had never faid a civil Thing to me. Now, I remember, 
J foreſaw my Ruin, for when Molly Whizing and I were 
Yeſterday at my Stall, at bur Tea, Ithrew one Cup, 


i which ſhe plainly did Qeſetibe a baſe, inconſtant Lo- a 
WWW | 9 
: : 1 4 e 
AIR XX. Onyonderhigh Mountain, n 
4h, fooliſh Peg Welfleet, 
"Bow fa thes eber belie- 


That on Land, or in gh whole Firet, 
Ii Man that Sint Bective 
M the Nature | 
fs of Wolves, to feek for Prey ; 
So "ris fn 


In the Woman, 
To throw herſelf g way. 


Burtt 
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| Enter Ap-leek, and ſoveral Oyſter-Wenches, 


Pyeſtret preft > F, | 
Ap. How, Harry Pyefleet preſt ! What will become 

of hur then? Hur is nine or ten Months gone with 

Child by har, and hur did promiſe hur ſelf, hur ſhould 


mairy hur as ſoon as har was prought to ped. 


AIR XXI. 


Meiboa a Merched, dewch yn gheed, 
Y gewch y glowed Gaine, y Geed : 
ey fe rum NMab a Mr h, 
Ar bwoint priodi trwy vawr Serch. 


vi bur was ſick in hur Grave, 
Before ur ſaw that handſome Knave z 
Por now te's preſt, and gompy to Sea, 
What wnll har do, O!“ yer, O! hyece. 


o Barry Pyefler, you have ſtole hur Firginitics! Oh 
whe det What ſhall become of hur ? Hur will 
e'en go hang hur ſelf to ſave the Reputations of the Fa- 


milies of Ap-leeks. Exit. 


Enter Melton, aut of Breath, 


Mel, O my dear Yewny, Kaan fache: Way? I 
cannot find him; but I ſuppoſe the noble Captain is not 
in ſuch haſte. Ihave ſent two or three to look tor him. 
Lieut. What does the Fellow mean? Do you think 
the King's Buſineſs maſt be delay'd for the Ceremony 
of 5 nk a 2 He ſhall go on Board che Smack di- 
rect iy. ; | * 
75. Did the King know how ill you do his Buſineſs, 
un Wiongs his Subjects ſuffer in his Name, his 1 
e 
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Reſentment would purſue your Steps, and ſure Redreſ; 
bring Gomfort to the injur'd, | ; 

Peg. Oh, how the ſaucy Strumpet abuſes you ! Nay, 
and quite out of the P 0 ate Stile, If yay don't take 
2 directly, I ſhal think you have a guilty Con- 

ience. | 

Lieut, Will and Yack, lay hold on him; Tow, lead 
2 the Way. If there ſhould be any Attempt to re- 
cue him, I charge you lay about you, 

Jen. Oh, Sir, forbear one Minute ! O Harry, Har- 
ry, my poor Heart will preak. Embrace. 

3 Why don't you force him hence, you Raf. 
cals ? | 

Sail. Nay, good Lieutenant, have a few Bowels. 
The Gentlewoman, perhaps, may never ſee him again. 
I don't know how hard your Heart may be, but i am 
fure I pity her. 

Lieut, Pity her, you Puppy 

Har. Come, noble Captain, don't take amiſs his re- 
ceiving ſome Impreſſions trom the Fears a pretty Girl 
lets fall. I'll lay my Life, he'll not fight the worſe for 
it. I never heard the Man that was a — could dare 
a be a Coward, Come, my Lad, give me your Hand: 
I ſhould be glad to Man the ſame Gun with you; and 
ſhall, with Pleaſure mingle Blood with him that mipgles 
Fears with me. | 


AIR XXII. 
. 


Then let our Foes with Terror know, 
We can Love's Softneſs leave; 
From all our Joys thro' Dangers go, 
Our Honour to retrieve, 
Sure they forget Eliza's Days, 
When for leſs Wrongs their Fleet did blaze, 
Which Philip's Heart did grieve. 


1 II. 4nd 


ing 
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And Britain ſure is ſtill the ſame, 
Or ſhowld mort dreadful be; 
If that adorns 4 Female's Fame, 
Wrat may we hope to ſet 
When led by ſuch a warlike Hand, 
As gently ſways this happy Land, 
From all raſh Paſſions free} 


III. 


Than let their Steps more wary be, 
And Caution quickly take, 
Leſt, like a waken'd Lyon he 
Upon their Sporting break, | 
With Heart and Hand we'll live and dye, 
| For ſuch a King, and Liberty; 
What then can Britain ſhake ? 


Peg. Dear Captain, take him away directly, or 1 
ſhall certainly run mad. Nay, here I promiſe you; 
upon my Honour, I will not only ſup wrh you to 
Night, buy ſtay and drink Tea with you in the Morn- 
Lieut. Hum. II viſh I could be rid of this Af- 
fair; for I like that Girl ſo well, I wou'd give five Gut- 
neas to have an Hour's Sport with her. Hark'ee, Mrs. 
Welfleet, I'll only ask Jour) one Queſtion, and then I'll 
ſend him away directly. 

Peg. Pray do, for I can have no longer Patience. 


AIR 


8 The Cobler's Opera. 
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AIR xxtin. be Clock had ſtructe 


VP, "lu 
+ * 


Ob, how it frets my Soul g 
So filly a Wretch preferr'd tome! 
But, by my dear Revenge, 2 
When he 4s gone, II poyſon ber; \ 
Fay og ER» Bu 
ate, Lew 7 8 & | 
Toſs her into ths River A urn ler, 5 es. 
Again they kiſs, pf ; 
Again embrace! 
What would I give this Minute to ce 


85 7 

5 . . 
* 
* 


Lieu. Look ee; my Dear, Ita Jenny be advis'd, and 
proves your Lover's being take you; Upon my 

onour I'll be very ſecret, and will only ſend your 
Sweet-heart back, hut give you Mittin Gdwn and Pet- 
ticoat, to be married in to Mos W. 
2 Thoꝰ all the Pleaſure of my Life is ſeated in his 
Safety, | could with more Satisfaction ſubmit to ſee him 
ſtanding ep the Deck, even inthe Heat of the moſt dan · 


gerous Conflict, than yield to thy DeGres. - Yes , my 
7; 


I will ſooner ſmiling part with thee than Vine. "x 

Aſode.] Lam now reſolv'd, (zo Harry] wy Love, to let * 
go. But give me that little, tho' my only Comfort, 

to hear from thoſe dear Lips that tis ah ſame Regret 


You leave your faithful Jenny. 


| ' * 
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AIX XXIV. The loving Landlady, 


Har. Here could my Eyes for ever dwell; 
Each fondly begs to ſtay with thee, 
Obſerve how they together fwell, 
Razs'd by this Wiſh to Jealouſy. 
My Heart- Strings too require a Part 
A if the Token of Love they wou d be; 
Bu 35 there one Grain of thy Harry's Heart 
That would not gladly terry with thee} 
Jen. Come then, my Love, and take a Kiſs, 
+» © This Gold about my Wriff lll tye; 
And ever when thou look'ſt on this, 
| Think on her who ſor thee would dye. 


| Lieu. You Raſcals, why do you thus Delay? Force 
; em aſunder. „ © 4.5.4 a 
Jen. Oh now the dilggdful Tryal's come, and all my 
promis'd Reſolution me, O Harry, my Heatt 
can never reconcile itſelf to think of parting! And of 
the Dangers you muſt undergo, 'twill ſurely thro* my 
Nee bear its Way, to be itſelt the Pledge of F7enny's 
ve. 1 | | 5 
Tus. Le Villains, force em aſunder, or I'll have you 
made Examples for diſobeying Command. 2 
ge Ĩ'sExeunt with Harry. 
Jen. O my dear Father, do you entreat the Captain 
to have ſome Pit on me! [To Lieu. ] O Sir, if you did 
ever love, let that awake Compaſſion. Sally, Molly, 
dear Mrs, Welfleet, joyn, joyn your Prayers with mine, 
that he may call my faithful Harry back 
- Peg. Ijoyn my Prayers! Yes; but mine ſhall be that 
Fou may never ee him more [Aue. 
Lu. Pr'ythee, Child, get up. Tou know the Wax, 
prevail with me, which if you won't take, is it my . 
Baar! Fot nothing elſe can move me. 


” 


"aps * 
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Fen. Then I'm undone ! Why ſhould I hope to (of. 
teũ one whom Cuſtom does inſpire with Cruelty, 


AIR xxv. II trip the Gandews 
ratet ane 
The tender Truſhy: a has loſt ber — 
Sits in her Neſt and calls i vn; 
Her young Owes wants fer dos repeat, 
But never can his Aid uta, 
For he. alas, twith bu, Pabyp 55 
In Bondage held, does ther e complain. 
ISS = «4 » 2 va \,* * 4 , 
Oh I can't out- live his Loſs! ' See cruef Wreteh, the l. 
fect of what vou do. | [offer to ſtab ber ſelf, 


1 Old Pyefleet, and a Gentleman, 


4 en Ta i > <1. n 1 28 


* ed 
| «by, Ine 3808 eh ere 11 0 


ye, You — heart Will ons r 55 8 alf the 
i and bid em b him back.” 255 one the” Sgi- reaſc 
97 1195 noble Captain in, here isanhoneft 915 

that Was dal brought ah Grder from the Adimicaley to A Ne- 
„e. Gangs to leaye ol the Preſs, .. 4 on — Ac 5 
being p a, Which müſt 8 rhocgy 8 
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e em think 
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og, * Gang with Hatry. 
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O let me fly into his Harry, Berry lacy 14 
1 Hr 8 e [They Eonbrace; 
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IR *XXVI. Weofthavedrank ſtinking Water, 


ow all our Boys will be compleat, . . 

If, Sir, you will but ſmile, _ To Pye, 
* vlſt i in theſe Arm, and-Love' : [oft oy in 64 
1 ſeek a pleaſing Teil. 

. Ta 74 dal al. &c. 


With Rapture Jenny' s Heart 45 l 
To ſee her Harry free ; k 
» Bard framthe jau raf Ruin horn 
7 To Love and Liberty, 
In. mann, &c. 
ag > (3 A 
Pye. Why Look ye, Harry, am convinc'd the Girt 
; and think ir is but re onable, that ſhe. wha. .. 
ud die for you, Hp live with you: And ſo, bleſs 
ow Brother Meſron, 1 hope all Ani- 
e willbe Bus. But 1 have one ord | 
Advice to giye you. I don't pretend to bid;yqu forge 
teaſonable Advintagesof your Office; butTwou'd 
have you ſo open. I have beard ſame oh, che 22 
fer Aeeters dH you Ha vs done I Farc alittle too ap- 
et y and ther ate ſeyetal Fellows 1 Know are don 
Watch, ahd Wer hey BY take he Arſt Qpportu- 
d Frof making a Comp e your, brocenfings.. 
Mel. Krother,,. I khow What Ido. Iwasbred-an At- 
ey: What Teiler! do openly, will never ſhock me 
my. Office: Beſide; > from that ſceming. Qpepnels, 
think I can d& aothing in (ſecret. . But F< _ ho- 
| Lane $% & ale 
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AIR XXVII. My Wife ſhe is dumb; 


*Tis the Nature, and the State, 


Of the Little, and the Great 
For to rail at the Per ſon that's in, in, in: 
But it is often ſeen, 


Ils not the Man they mean, : 

But his Office that raiſes their Spleen, Spleen, Spleen, 
And moſt certain if it be J ; 
A Poſt of ſuch Degree, 2 

Where the Perquiſites ſweetly rowl fret, free, free. 
They all cry out, to ſee 
Who receidęs em on a Tree! 

But who ſhall ſucceed ? Why me, me, me: 


Pye. Why, to ſay the Truth, Brother, it has been al 
ways ſo. me, Son, take your Bride, and let's to 8 
Mary Overies; for there your Fathe&y Grand- Father, ane 
Great Grand-Father were all turn'd off. 


AIR XXVIII, As 1 was walking, 


Peg. What ſhall I do for to hinder this Wedding? 
Oh Iuou'd, yes 1wou'd, that I won d, if cou d! 
What ſhall I do for to hinder this Wedding! © 
Oh 1 would do it with Pleaſure, 
Change to a Lioneſs or to a Tyger, Se 
And in the Height of it, juſt in the Height of it 
Change to a Lioneſs or to a Tyger 
And in the Beightof it blaſt all his Vigour! 
E'er in the Arms of that Slut he ſnall reyel, 
Go toa Conjurer, nay to the Devil! 
Tes will, that 1 will, yes Iwill that 1 will, 
, © JAGozag Conjprer, nag to the Deyil! 


OI on 
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Js 
E'er in the Arms of that Slut he ſhall revel, 
Go to a Conjurer, nay tothe Devil! 
Tho', rot him, I hate him 
Tal, lat, lal, &c. 
Tlove him, cou d eat him | 
Tal, lal, lal, &c. [ 
What won't a Woman in Fealouſy do? Exit. 


Lieu. Sir, I aſſure you, 'tis with Pleaſure I obey this 
Order. Well, my Lad, you are now at your Liberty, 
Pretty Mrs. Jenn), I Here reſtore your Lover to jou, 
and heartily wiſh you Joy. , ; 


AIR XXIX. Open the Door ſweet Betty, 


Jen, Now open thy Arms, dear Harry, 
Har, open my Heart to thee. 
Jen. Kecerve her, who ne er can vary; | 
ar. Till Death Iwill conſtant be, | 
Ambition ne er knew the Pleaſure | 
Jen. © That in Boſoms ſincere does grow; 
Har. For Conpaney it 154 Treaſure, 


41 Jen. Which Pa ces ſeldom know. N . ; | 
bas. Har, Then learn to be happy of Harry, [To Sailors, 
Let him an Example prove 
Jen. And, Virgins, whene'rs you marry, [To Women. 
Let the Dower you bring be Love, FN 


| Mel. Ay, ay, now Things are as they ſhould be, 
Come, ſmile, my Girl. | 


7 | | AIR 


— 
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AIR XXX. Country Bumkin. 


* Awe £40 x 8 \ — , Boo 


Now all your Fears are flown, Wc | 

The Aft has paſt, the Acin has paſt, + 1 

- Now all your Fe. g are flaum, «. + . 

And he will ueber be preſt again. 

Chor. . .Nowallyour Fears, &c. 

OY mis Po eee | 
rr * il Plea furt bring, "twill Pieaſurs i b 

'  Ther#forelet's exort het S row; ' 4 5 "04 h J 

To get willing Sailors ſor the King. | A. 

Chor, Therefore let's exert, &c. p 110 
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